THE-SENILE

Jacqueline shrugged her shoulders.
"Don't talk nonsense/' she replied.

One day, at the beginning of 1924, a little before Jean-Noel's birthday,
Jacqueline, seeing Baron Siegfried coming downstairs to luncheon,
cried: "Oh, Grandpapa, what have you done?"

The Patriarch had cut off his whiskers.

" I wished ... humph ... to be in the fashion/' he said, smiling.

He was delighted with himself; and looked hideous. Suddenly de-
nuded of the cream-tploured fur to which everyone was accustomed,
his face looked obscenely naked. People had at least been able to say
that he looked like the Emperor Francis-Joseph. Now,, beneath the
bald skull, there was nothing to be seen but the purple, drooping eyelids
and the huge violet-coloured nose between the thin, lined, shrunken
temples. He came to the dining-table an old, featureless vulture. Every-
one was shocked.

"It's very odd," the Patriarch suddenly remarked amid the silence,
"last night I had ... humph ... a dream ... of a most erotic kind. I
was in Vienna, and I was ... humph . .. surrounded by six naked
women. How can things of that kind happen at my age?"

After luncheon he did not retire for his usual siesta, but went straight
up to his great-grandchildren's day-nursery, a pleasure in which he
indulged from time to time, but generally later in the afternoon.

Seeing him enter, Marie-Ange and Jean-Noel looked at each other
and sighed. They knew how unreasonable the Patriarch could be, and
today his naked face frightened them.

Jean-Noel was drawing a beautiful sailing-ship in red and blue
chalks. At the top of the paper he had written: " For Daddy."

"Well now, leave that. . . humph .. . let's play draughts, it'll be much
more fun. I want to see how you've improved," said the Patriarch.

The children docilely put out the draught-board and began to play.
The old man, sitting beside them, his body bent, his nose practically
touching the draughtsmen, followed every move. He was panting, just
as he did when speaking, though he remained silent.

Something extraordinary was happening which the children could
not understand, but it filled them with disquiet.

"Give me a kiss," the Patriarch said suddenly to Marie-Ange.

Overcoming her repugnance, the little girl obeyed and placed her
lips against the vulture's skin.

"Go on, play away!", the old man said.

To have finished the more quickly with the staring purple eyes, with
the panting which minute by minute grew louder and terrified them,
the children began playing badly deliberately, giving each other open-
ings on purpose and taking each other's pieces three or four at a time.
Suddenly the Patriarch rose to his feet.
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